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WINDERMERE. 



The air is bright and odorous and clear. 
The grass is green beneath rejoicing feet, 
The wild thirds carol to the pleased ear, 
The young gun shineth with a temperate heat, 
The gentle lambs along the valleys bleat. 
The fountains sparkle toward the brightening sky. 
The violets cluster in each dim retreat. 
The breeze moves softly as a maiden's sigh : 
Tis Spring, the jocund Spring, whose free foot passes by. 

The clouds float isle-Hke in heaven's tranquil blue. 
The streams gush merrily the hills adown. 
Darkness dis|plves her misty retinue. 
And verdure banishes the wintry brown. 
The rising stars no longer dare to frown. 
The heart of Earth is bounding with delight. 
Full floods of joy all dark foreboding drown, 
Old Ocean lays aside his dreary might : 
Tis Spring, the jocund Spring, whose young eye glances bright 
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The realms of ice ore gloriously unkinged, 
The chill winds mutter in some northern cell, 
We tread the earth aa if our feet were winged, 
And feel strange bliss whose form we cannot tell. 
And hear low whispers in each haunted dell, 
Where through the woods ethereal shapes appear, 
Our freshened spirits with new rapture swell, 
Our hopes spring upward with undaunted cheer : 
Tis Spring, the jocund Spring, whose merry voice we hear. 

Where wouldst thou wander 'mid the smiles of Spring ? 
Oh Italy ! melodious Italy ! 
To thy fair scenes my spirit fain would wing. 
Beneath bright skies where brighter regions lie. 
Land of a thousand songs ! what fame can I 
Shed from the restless current of my thought 
Upon thy glories ? Thy cerulean sky. 
Thy classic cities ever wonder-fraught. 
Only in dreams I know, from antique story caught. 



Wild Ariosto breathed thy happy air. 
And into riehly marvellous music burst ; 
Boccacio found his fancies choice and ^lure 
(By lovely lips in silver tones rehearst 
When Florence trembled 'neath a plague accurst) 
Amid thy beauty : these immortal names 
Have sanctifying power. Who does not thirst 
To tread the land which all the glory claima 
Of Petrarch 8 endless love, of Dante's angry flames ! 
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Tt may not be : I still must dream of them 
Afar, and list to holy Tasso's tone, 
Singing of sorrowful Jerusalem, 
Where colder winds among the forests moan. 
If man no limitary chain might own. 
But could even with his will his deeds expand^ 
Where would he pause ? what unconjectured zone,' 
In distant orbs what rapture- yielding land 
Would check the glorious flight, and soft repose command ? 

'' I love to sail along the Larian Lake 
Under the shore." O free and fertile Earth ! 
From whose full bosom countless beauties wake, 
Our lovely England knows no weary dearth. 
Nor need be silent in the exultant mirth 
Of floods and honored rivers. Windermere, 
Now, when the gay Spring breaks the icy girth 
Of the dark hills, and- in the ether clear 
Hangs the soft southern breeze, and fills the sky with cheer, 

Crimsons the lake with the faint rose of mom, 
Clothes the glad isles in foUage, like the tresses 
Which some unrivalled beauty's brow adorn. 
Calls music from the shaded wildernesses 
Where hide the happy birds, a joy possesses 
Which even Como's waters scarce can know. 
Deep forests here conceal in their recesses 
Loud cataracts, and turbulent rivers flow 
Over impending crags with many a foaming throe. 
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Beautiful Windermere ! The silent skies 
O'erarch thee with a soft serene embrace. 
Beautiful Windermere I like holy eyes 
The stars look down into thy placid fece. 
Thou liest in a lovely resting-place 
Cradling thy isles and girt by guardian-hills. 
While many streams in rocky channels race 
To thy curved shore, and the blue air distils 
Beauty with every breath, music in ceaseless thrills. 

Where the twin rivers roar into the lake. 
And thus have thundered centuries away, — 
Where, as the isles th^r parent flood forsake. 
Full in the foreground rises Castle Wray, — 
Where Bowness lies around its peaceful bay, 
And Storrs upon its ancient fiame reposes. 
And, high above, most classic EUeray, 
Like some fair May Queen, garlanded with roses. 
Dreams of her lover s song, which all her joy encloses : 

These are the haunts of Beauty : in these waves 
Sh^ doth dinport, and mid the laurelled woods 
Seeks pleasant chambers in deep-veilect caves : 
Here all day long she wanders by the floods. 
And sheds her rarest charms on all the moods 
Of this her own, her chosen Windermere ; 
Whether deep silence on the water broods, 
Glassing its lower sky as calmly clear 
As heaven 8 own blue, — or if the merry winds are here; 



Then may ye hear the ripple, soft and pleasant. 
The long low prelude to a Naiad-song ; 
The white foam rises, joyous and incessant, 
And the young wavelets wildly course along 
O'er the blue plain, and to the green shores throng. 
Then to be out upon the dancing lake ' 
Gaily to float the solemn isles among ! 
Of Nature's glee right gladly to partake 
As one who oft of old with her free spirit spake. 

Here sings Silenus under dense-leaved trees 
In the dim twihght odorous and calm. 
When pastoral sounds no longer fill the breeze 
And its white wings are laden with the balm 
Of coming eve. *Twas here his classic psalm. 
That stirred high wonder even in ears divine 
First rose, to win the everlasting palm. 
And not by Tiber's stream, or Grecian shrine, 
Or sacred fount, whQ;re bards drank ancient Massic wine. 



Here may ye find the haunt of of Oberon : 
Him no Athenian wood has ever held 
Though for k Theseus nuptials. Roaming on 
Amid the loneliest valleys unbeheld, 
In nightly dances, while his choir is quelled 
By the wind's wliispers and the splashing waves. 
Why should we scorn to hear the tales of Eld, 
We, who beUeve what every madman raves, 
Why should we rase the chai'm which poet-fancy graves ? 
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But Windermere by moonlight ! When the stars 
From 'mid the fleecy cloudlets on her gaze, 
And the bright moon floods all the hills and scaurs. 
And penetrates the woods with yellow rays. 
And, half-disperst, the magic silver haze 
Fills every valley with a world of dreams 
That fleet before the sun's too ardent blaze, 
And in the ripple of the unseen streams 
A soft delicious tone of heavenly music seems. 

How beautiful ! Does some Armida now 
Look with free glance into that glorious sky. 
And feel the night breeze fan her marble brow 
As on its path of love it passes by ? 
Does her young spirit in its gladness sigh ? 
For some full vision of the wide Eteme, 
Some holy dream whose hues might never die ? 
Thence our immortal nature may we learn, 
Thus doth the human heart in silence ever yearn. 

And there are those who can our yearnings take, 
And shape them into thoughts that live for aye, — 
And such have dwelt beside this happy lake, 
Making its fame eternal. Passed away 
Through the thick shadows into endless day 
Are some. These shores might of his visions tell 
Who rules all nature with resistless sway. 
The deathless one who sang of Christabel, 
And gave the Mariner his soul- enthralling spell. 
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Soathey, wild wizard of the Orient, 
Scott, to whose spirit all opposing powers 
Were by a miracle of genius lent. 
Have on these waters passed dehcious hours, 
Breathed the fresh fragrance of these island flowers, 
Gazed on these very mountains with delight. 
On isle and hill and wood their genial showers 
Lavished, investing with a garb of light 
These regions, fair as aught Earth yields to human sight. 

He who is both a Poet and a Sage, 
Whom Nature chooses her profoundest Priest, 
Who has been victor o'er a recreant age. 
Whose fame even hate and envy have increast. 
And him the greatest whom they deemed the least 
Millions have owned, — now solitary strays 
Amid Rydalian beauty. Has he ceast 
To utter to the world eternal lays ? 
May holiest peace be: shed on these his later days. 

Who has not stood by EUeray, and felt 
His heart elated by the sudden thought, — 
Here, in this retdm of beauty, Wilson dwelt, 
And often here that inspiration sought 
Which, alway from divinest sources brought. 
Amazed a listening world ! The dullest heart, . 
With axioms unto earthly langour wrought. 
Here must be thrilled ere the slow foot depart, 
Must on this hallowed ground from deepest slumber start. 
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To thee, O Golden Eagle of the North, 
This song is dedicate by one unknown, 
Who oft has marvelled as came freely forth 
That mnsic which is utterly thine own, 
Abounding ever, and in wondrous tone 
Vai-ying as do the glories of the sky : 
These hills are built to be thy craggy throne, 
Whence thy strong edicts like young eaglets fly, 
Swaying the subject sphere with infinite empery. 



NOTES. 



" The air is bright and odorous and clear.'' . 

It cannot be denied that this is not always true of Win- 
dermere ; rain is an occasional visitant : but the most rapid 
tourists usually carry away with them a mental daguerreotype 
of the lake under the influence of sunshine. Reading poetry 
(if it be good for anything) is a pleasant amusement for a 
rainy day. 

" Italy I meJodious Italy .'" 

Your rhymers are always raving about Italy : see Byron's 
Beppo, passim. I am however firmly convinced that Italy is 
by no means equal to England : utterly inferior as to beef, 
fogs, and newspapers : and with respect to the illustrious 
gentlemen mentioned in the text, they are all irremediably 
defunct. But Ariosto's spirit has arisen, and is writing King 
Arthur. 



^^ If man no limitary chain might own^ 
But could even with his unU his deeds expand, 
Where would he pause f " 

It is to be feared that if man were so endowed he would 
not pause until the movements of the Solar system were 



10 NOTES. 

grievously cramped by multitudinous railways from planet to 
planet, with branch lines for all the satellites ; nor perhaps 
even then. 

" * / love to sail along ike Larian Lake 
Under tke skore^ " 

So says Mr. Rogers ; whose " Italy" may on this point be 
advantageously consulted. 

" Full in tke foreground rises Castle Wray^ 

It may be observed that no one ever describes the scenery 
of Windermere without saying — " Wray Castle in the fore- 
ground." 

^^And Storrs upon its ancient fame reposes.^' 

" A large company had been assembled at Mr. Bolton's 
seat, in honour of Mr. Canning — it included Mr. Words- 
worth and Mr. Southey. It has not, I suppose, often happened 
to a plain English merchant, wholly the architect of his own 
fortunes, to entertain at one time a party embracing so many 
illustrious names. He was proud of his guests ; they respected 
him, and honored and loved each other ; and it would have 
been difficult to say which star in the constellation shone with 
the brightest or the softest light. There was high discourse, 
intermingled with as gay flashings of courtly wit as ever 
Canning displayed ; and a plentiful allowance on all sides of 
those airy transient pleasantries, in which the fancy of poets, 
however wise and grave, delights to run riot, when they are 
sure not to be misunderstood. There were beautiful and 
accomplished women to adorn and enjoy this circle. The 
weather, was as Elysian as the scenery. There were bril- 
liant cavalcades through the woods in the morning, and 



NOTES. 1 1 

delicious boatings on the lake bj moonlight; and the last day 
Professor Wilson (* the Admiral of the Lake,' as Canning 
called him) presided over one of the most splendid regattas 
that ever enlivened Windermere. Perhass there were not 
fewer than fifty barges following in the Professor's radiant 
procession when it paused at the point of Storrs to admit into 
the place of honoj the vessel that carried kind and happy 
Mr. Bolton and his guests. The three bards of the lakes led 
the cheers that hailed Scott and Canning ; and music and 
sunshine, flags, streamers and gay dresses, the merry hum of 
voices, and the rapid splashing of innumerable oars, made up 
a dazzling mixture of sensations as the flotilla wound its way 
among the richly-foliaged islands, and long bays and pro- 
montories peopled with enthusiastic spectators." This espe- 
cially pleasant picture is from Lockhart's Life of Sir Walter 
Scott. 



''Elleray, 
Like some fair May Queen, garlanded with roses, 
Dreams of her lovers's song.** 

" And sweet that dwelling rests upon the brow 
(Beneath its sycamore) of Orrest Hill, 
As if it smiled on Windermere below, 
Her green recesses and her islands still." 

Wilson. 



" The long low prelude to a Naiad song** 

K the Naiads are not totally exterminated, Windermere 
must be still their haunt: but fancy the dismay with which 
they behold their own fair element used as the means of pro- 
pelling laden railway-trains into the very midst of their 
charmed recesses I 
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" Here may ye find the haunt of Oberon,^* 

Any sceptic on this point is advised to explore Troutbeck : 
and to make a pilgrimage to Dungeon Ghyll, celebrated in 
Christabel. 

" Does some Armida now 
Look with free glance into that glorums skyf " 

People do not, as they ought, esteem the loveliness of 
moonlight. Its brightness is scarce inferior to that of day ; 
but how different 1 And now, 'tis not quite midnight, you 
are crawling reluctantly to your snug chamber, where the 
shutters are closed and the curtains drawn, while there is a 
scene of glory without, one glance of which would make you, 
dullard as you are, a poet for life. And you stifle your im- 
pulses, and enrap yourself in impenetrable axioms, lest 
romance or fancy might intrude by some unguarded inlet, 
and never take a single peep at Windermere by moonlight. 

We pass by a pleasant Italian-built villa, with smooth 
lawn before it. The moonlight is full upon it, flooding its 
verandahs with brightness, and casting the shadows of jas- 
mine-stems and tall rose-trees stedfastly on the turf. But 
not a ray of light can creep in through those windows, so 
carefully barricaded, as though Diana's shafts were venom- 
tipped. Within are. happy occupations, probably : bright eyes 
may bend over some feminine trivialty, while a flexible voice 
leads the eternal words of Shakspere. Do we hear the full 
rich tone of a harp, as some fair hand sports with its chords, 
or is it the mockery of fancy ? 

Further on, that old Elizabethan mansion, with its multi- 
tudinous gables silvered in moonlight, and its many angles 
and nooks and recesses, and its lawn sloping to the lake, and 
its bay windows opening towards quaint gardens, all redolent 
of a romantic age. Is all in slumber there ? Yes, apparently, 
as if the atmosphere were chloroform : though the house seems 
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a very dwelling for old Time, a place where the spirit of Sir 
Philip Sydney might be supposed to abide, and to write dis- 
embodied sonnets. And there is no azure eye glancing sky- 
ward, from those casements, no tress tossed to and fro by the 
cool breath of evening. Alas I if Hermia had lived in these 
days, she would never have kept tryst vnth Lysander. 



'< In the toood^ a leagtie without the town : " 

and those merry artisan-players, the sport of the fairy-king 
and his attendant imps, would have attended a Chartist 
meeting by gaslight, instead of murdering Pyramus and 
Thisbe in silvan avenues. 

'*He who is both a poet and a sage^ 

" It must rejoice every man who joins in the homage offered 
to Wordsworth's powers (and what man is to be found who 
more or less does not ?) to hear, with respect to one so lavishly 
endowed by nature, that he has not been neglected by fortune; 
that he has never had the finer edge of his sensibilities dulled 
by the ^ad anxieties, the degrading fears, the miserable 
dependencies of debt; that he has been blest with competency, 
even when poorest; has had hope and cheerful prospects in 
reversion through every stage in his life; that at all times he 
has been liberated from reasonable anxieties about the final 
interests of his children ; that at all times he has been blessed 
with leisure, the very amplest that man ever enjoyed, for 
intellectual pursuits the most delightful; yes, that even for 
those delicate and coy pursuits, he has possessed, in combina- 
tion, all the conditions for their most perfect culture^— the 
leisure — the ease — the solitude — the society — the domestic 
peace — the local scenery — Paradise for his eye, in Miltonic 
beauty, lying outside his windows — Paradise for his heart,. 
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in the perp^tvifj liappineas of )iia own fireside; and fioallj, 
when inoreasing years might be supposed to dema^d some- 
thing loore of modem luxuries, and expanded intercourse with 
society in its most polished formp, something more of refined 
elegancies, that bis means, still keeping pace in almost 
arithmetical rfitio with his wants, had shed the graces of art 
upon the failing powers of nature, had stripped infirmity of 
discomfort^ and (so far as the necessities of things will allow) 
had placed the final stages of life — by means of many 
compensations, by universal praise, by plaudits reverberated 
from senates, benedictions wherever his poems have pene- 
trated, 'honor, troops of Mends — in short, by all that 
miraculous prosperity can do to evade the primal decrees of 
nature — had placed the final stages upon a level with the 
first. This report of Wordsworth's success will rejoice 
thousands of hearts." Herein De Quincy has furnished a 
noble practical comment on one of Wordsworth's highest 
utterances : — 

" The primal duties shine aloft — like stars : 
The oharities that heal* and sooth, and hless, 
Are scattered at the feet of man — like flowers." 



' To thee, O Golden Eagle of the North 



f »' 



See " Christopher North in his Aviary." Old Chrysaeto^ 
has made tremendous havoc among the meaner birds of prey 
in his tim^: has annihilated multitudes of feeble- winged 
scribblers. When will the Memoirs of a Golden Eagle, 
written by himself, be published by Messrs. Blackwood in 
royal octavo ? O, for a coUection of the Noctes An^broeianae ! 
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THE TERRACE AT RYDAL. 



If it be true that Earth her children hails, 
And binds a lasting glory to the place 
A Poet held, now shall this hallowed place 
Have Kingship over mountains, forests, vales, 
For ever ! When the weary tempest wails 
Down from Helvellyn, here the tranquil grace 
Of sacred peace shall stay its maddening race. 
Stronger than Orpheus, and the spirit who sails 
High among storms shall bend to worship here ; 
Yes, for all coming ages consecrated, 
Where Wordsworth in his holy musing treads : 
Beneath her poet smiles the honoured mere. 

And many a breeze with wondrous message freighted, 
Comes, a swift courier, o'er the mountains fieads. 
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There is a thunder heard among the trees 
Incessant, as in old Egyptian shhileB 
'Mid colamned aisles and endless roiir entwines : 

The fluttering foliage encompasses 

An everiasting mist. The spirit sees 

A cloudy veil droop from the stately pines 
And branoh-prond ehns, and deviously divines 

Mansions for (ajb hid by such tapestiiei^^ 

Not so : but a young water-giant there 
Fills the wide ether with his headlong joy. 
Boars to the rocks his everduring poean. 

Scatters wild foam into the tsranqnil air, — 
Laureate of nature> whose subUme eniploy 

. Brings eohoes from th' unbounded empyrean. 
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DEBWENTWATER. 



O quiet depths of water ! How ye sleep 
Transparent; with a margent circling round 
Of perfect beauty. Green that haunted ground ; 

Sacred to joyaunce every soaring steep : 

Here do the birch trees' tresses bend, and sweep 
The soft still Iske, as over waves of sound 
Pass dainty fingers oft ; here woods abound 

That may defy the sunlight's fervent leap. 

And all is in the waters : far beneath 

Amid translucent waves^ the earth and sky 

Are myrored with more beauty, and enwreath 
Their forms with those half hidden. O to be 

Deep in that liquid sphere, and dream of death ! 
As tranced clouds in heaven's tranquillity. 
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LOW WOOD. 



O the iilysium of the dishabille 

After a day of walking, rowing, riding ! 
When picturesque propensities subsiding. 
Another gusto haunts the wayward will : 
And, having wandered far by tarn or hill, 
Or cataract in lonely wood abiding, 
Or river to a lake's free bosom gliding. 
And sonneteered sublimely, we fiilfil 
Duties more humble. Glorious pigeon pies ! 

Sure ye were made of doves from Venus' car : 
Here fragrant fumes of chocolate arise : 

Here tempts the epicure th' Apician char : 
And claret too, from choicest vintage won, 
Would for thy sake I were Anacreon ! 
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